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OR, MEMORY AND FORGETTING 


by 
ywah 


Golden Bark €% Moss 


.. MEMORY 


today I felt loved 


poke a hole in me and watch 
swarms of fireflies 

and roots that shine 
growing at impossible speeds 


vibrating up to one that is not 
of this world 

me, unable to transmit it 

or to return it to the sender: 
an answer without 

, 


thanks, goodbye’ 


as I have no plan to part ways 


it is not height, nor depth 
it is the body itself 
singing as the water: 


fountain 


ywah 


tomorrow [’ll recall love 
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doves in formation 
night-sky, black canvas 
a shape made of a million plans 
the dream of transformation 


we'll be awake each day 

feeling more like ourselves 

yet changed beyond recognition 
the gift in the future-self 


premonition of healing 


ywah 


the silence is not here anymore 
the grey window is open 
wind goes through 
it brings back tales of flowers 
to the desolate land 
and in the smile that it brings 
in the dream that it sings 
it shuts up for a moment - 


a scenery anew: 


dimly lit 

red tapestries on japanese linen 
and a sense of softness long lost 
never lost 


there is a hint of cinnamon 

and northern pines 

walking through the mountains in different shapes 
constant changeling 

wavering, immortal 

the place - it never was 


it’s becoming in constant motion 


dancing leaves across the tapestries 
the windows breathing dust again 
certain things appear 

like shards of past futures 

lost futures 

to constantly chase, again 


and in the dichotomy of feeling and wavering 


watering and dreaming 
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I really like to get lost 


ywah 


perilous overcoming of thought desire; 
dramatic entrance 
ways of life 
entryway for other times 
Tam here - I will not be a line 
in sand sent to senile workers 
to announce their retirement 
it’s the way things are 
other trees in the forest 
call for guidance 
I call for desire 
it’s the way things are 
all the trees in the forest 
call my name 
I listen to the moss instead 
my dream, my sire 


will I be beautiful when I change shape? 
Will I be one again? 


the black orb in the skull proceeds to reduce, 
slowly, to a singular point 
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it starts again 
it looses me up 
it’s gone 


again 


and then it starts again 

in and out of the cabinet in the woods 
washed away but coming back 

any missing pieces? 


wind gently breathing 
the passage of time 


on me 


certain things are bound to repeat 

in ways unwelcome to my weird, silent body 
that grows branches off corpses 

and dreams in color of another life 

much worse than this 


your dreams can’t carry you much further 
than what your body can sustain 

and if your body is all the world 

then and only then 


dreams cease 


i found fragments, moved by the breeze 
they tell tales of how I was 


not here 


ywah 


uncanny is a synonym 
of teardrops in a roofless home 


mixing with the acid rains 


it doesn’t get much worse than this 
but it can get better 


the plains are dry and in them you find the stamp 
of what was once and for all 
of the love in the world, the rock stands still 


growing less every day 


rest in the shade of the silent structure 
that breeds silence and defeat 

but also 

a lovely hue 
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pelicans driving north 
either them, or mirages 


images made of dust 


how slow is the earth turning? 

and how fast 

thing disappear 

while something new waits, patiently 
moved by the wind 


moving the wind 


time is as much as we get of it 
and as long as we are empty 
to be filled again 

with fecund dust 


ywah 


why are you still here? 


I mourned you 

this time, and the past one 
for every failure I commit to 
and every good faith I deceive 


and why is your face always new? 

And which of those faces will watch over me 
the day I die? 

And which was the first one 

before my body failing 


over and over 
it’s good to cry and breathe fresh air 


it was a fine dream, this time 


too 
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sunny side beach 
upside down 


les reves, les reves 

they build up momentum 
and then dreams become 
hi-stories 

ways to welcome 


and salute you and me: 


golden bark and moss 
thinking of distant stars 
beach-combing at sea 


serene 


II 


ywah 


AND FORGETTING... 


the mold 

which engulfed me 
is lost and never 

to be found 


and so I wander, senseless 

as shape and origin 

are questions with no answers 
past and language 


history and God 


I seek the heights of 
the trees, and their silences 
the spirit that once endowed me 


will return 
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the seemingly eternal 
the apparently wide 
disappear, fades 


and it’s not about pushing the cogs 
spinning wheels, and 
giving nutrients to small residents 


in my lower tracts 


sleeping and creaking 
below the sea 
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ywah 


today, I have mostly forgotten love 


now, to read it backwards: 
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